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The PROMISE, 


SARAH HC.PROTZMAN 


a TARGARET was sure that she was the most wretched little 
girl in the whole world. It was storming outside, and she 
sat alone in her own small room, looking at the tear- 
@) 8 streaked face which peered at her from the hand mirror 
) $ she had hung by a string on the window frame. She 
[oe =~ °)} sighed as she counted on her fingers the many reasons she 
had for being unhappy. 

First. She had been left alone with no one of her own to care 
for her. A big lump came into her throat every time she thought of it, 
which was very often. 

Second. She had to live with fat Mrs. Cary who kept a little 
notion store, and she detested that store and everything in it. She 
felt quite sure that Mrs. Cary’s own little girl, had she lived, never 
would have had to wait upon black Sam with his grinning face, and 
his, “Thank you, Miss Maggie.” 

Third. She wasn’t pretty. Only that day she had overheard 
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her teacher tell the janitor that her brown eyes were too big for her 
thin, white face. 

Fourth. Mrs. Cary kept remnants, and Margaret loathed 
remnants. The pretty ones always were sold and the ones that re- 
mained rarely ever were big enough to make a whole dress. And 
Mrs. Cary had no eye for color. To her, a dress was a dress, and 
served but one purpose. 

Margaret sighed bitterly as she surveyed her many-colored 
figure, for today her clothes were unusually distasteful. . Her skirt 
was blue, her waist yellow, and she had on bright red stockings and 


~ tan shoes. She felt a sudden sympathy for her helpless bed, clothed 


in its patchwork quilt. 

Fifth. She hated the rainbow. And it is no wonder that she 
did, for when she went out to do errands on Main Street where the 
rich people lived, the children, especially that Harrison boy, ran after 
her calling, “There goes the rainbow! Rainbow girl! Rainbow girl!” 

How she dreaded to go to that neighborhood! And it seemed 
as though the people in the big houses always were telephoning for 
something. 

As she sat brooding over her troubles, her thoughts were inter- 


rupted by a voice calling, “Maggie, Maggie, come and take two 


spools of silk thread up to Mrs. Harrison’s! The storm’s almost 
over. 

Making no reply, Margaret arose, gave a last despairing glance 
at herself in the mirror, and left the room. There was no help for it. 
She must go. 

When she arrived at the house the Harrison boy was out on the 


' porch, playing with some other children. “Oh! look!’ he cried, 
' “here comes the rainbow before the storm’s over!” 


The other children laughed and took up the hated name, when 
the door opened and John’s beautiful mother came out on the veranda. 
She made the children stop teasing Margaret, but the child saw her 
hastily turn her head in an attempt to conceal the smile she could not 
keep back. 

Margaret ran quickly to the side door, her heart pounding fur- 
iously. She delivered the thread and started on a run for home. She 
was so blinded with tears that she did not see an old man coming 


toward her, and she bumped right into him. 


When she looked up she saw that it was Mr. Carson who came 


. every summer to Carsonville for his vacation. 


_ Every one knew who Mr. Carson was. He was a queer man 
who went all over the world playing the violin for people, and he 


very, very rich. 
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Greatly frightened, Margaret was going to run on, not waiting 
even to ask his pardon. But he caught her arm, and when she looked 
up she saw that he was not cross at all. 

In a very kind voice he asked her what the trouble was. For 
answer she cried harder than ever, and he put his arm around her to 
comfort her. 

Presently he said, “Oh! look up! Look up into the sky! God's 
bow is there.” 

He was very much astonished when Margaret, closing her eyes 

_tightly, cried out, “Oh! I don’t want to see it! I hate the rainbow! 
I hate the rainbow!” 

Now, Mr. Carson knew that if a little girl hated the rainbow, 
something must be very, very wrong. After she had cried a little while 
longer, he asked her why she hated it. 

Then she told him all about the remnants, and how the children 
ran after her and called her “rainbow girl.” 

Mr. Carson’s face lighted up with a beautiful smile. “Oh!”’ he 
said, “what a wonderful name they have given you! Rainbow girl— 
God's girl—Promise Girl! And are you God’s promise girl ?”’ 

Margaret looked up in amazement as she heard the hated name 
spoken so lovingly. A\s she listened to Mr. Carson she became very 
happy, and, with her hand in his, they stood together and watched the 
beautiful rainbow fade from sight. 

Then, taking her into his house, he played to her on his beloved 
violin of the terror of the storm, all the blacker for the swift piercing 
of the sharp lightning. And, as a soft glimmer of sunlight made its 
way through, the fierceness of the storm melted away and God’s bow 
of promise was painted across the sky. 

The music softly ceased, and Margaret came to with a gasp. 
With trembling lips she tried to thank Mr. Carson, but no words came. 

““Never mind, little Promise Girl,”’ he said, “I understand. And 
some day you shall come again, and my violin shall tell you more of 
what God means you to be.” 

Taking her out into the garden, he bade her help him pick a 
bunch of beautiful sweet peas. He carefully guarded the tender green 
pods which were taking form, for, as he explained to the child, they 
were the promises of next season’s lovely blossoms. 

With her arms filled with fragrant flowers of every tint and shade, 
Margaret went happily on her way home. 

Mrs. Cary’s face lighted eagerly when she saw Margaret’s beau- 
tiful gift. “Where did you get them pretty flowers, Maggie>’’ she 
cried. 

““A man gave them to me,” answered the child, shortly. Fol- 
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lowed by Mrs. Cary’s longing eyes, she took her flowers up to her own 
little room where she lovingly arranged them in a vase. 

When she came down stairs she found Mrs. Cary sitting at the 
organ and fingering 1 it with one hand, while she fitfully hummed, * ‘Pre- 
cious Promise God hath given, to the weary passer-by.” 

“Come and sing with me, Maggie,” she said wistfully. “My 
own little Maggie used to sing with me every evening.” 

Margaret frowned. “But I don’t want to sing,” she answered 
petulantly. “‘It’s time to set the table for supper, anyway.” 

Mrs. Cary sighed as Margaret left the room. ““You have such a 
pretty voice, Maggie,” she said yearningly, as she slowly arose from 
the stool. 

Now, if Margaret had told her where she had been, Mrs. Cary 
would have been very much interested. But Margaret never told 
Mrs. Cary anything. When she was spoken to, she answered; that 
was all. Sometimes Mrs. Cary called her “Silent Maggie.” And 
she hated to be called Maggie, too. 

As they sat at the supper table, Mrs. Cary said, “Maggie, I 
never saw you look so before. Your eyes are that shining.” 

But Margaret, smiling ever so slightly, sipped her tea and said 
nothing. Supper over, she washed and wiped the dishes while Mrs. 
Cary tended store. Then, with an early “good-night,” she went to 
her room. 


(To be continued.) 


How would you like to have Wee Wisdom made larger, 
with more pictures and more stories? Lots of the kiddies are 
wishing for a bigger magazine. Now there’s only one way 
to get it. If each Wee will get just one subscriber, presto, the 
magazine will grow larger at once, as if by magic. Should you 
get two subscribers you’ll make a thorough job of it, because 
some few tiny Wees might just happen not to get one. 

Should you not get this extra subscriber right away, don’t 
become discouraged and give up. You know that if you hold 
a thing in mind, and work for it, you finally get it. All to- 
gether! Here’s for a fatter Wee Wisdom! 
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UGUST is the month for picnics, and I suspect that an old- 
fashioned picnic will suit every Peter Pan boy and girl. 
Of course we have a picnic all the time, but now I mean 
one of those planned affairs that usually cause so much 

qi g excitement. I am so sure that this will suit you, that I am 

going right ahead to tell you what I have planned. First, 

I am going to instruct you how to make some of the best sandwiches 

you ever ate. 

Buy a pound of this new kind of oleomargarine that is made from 
cocoanut oil. You can color this with the little bulb of coloring that 
comes with it, if you wish, and then it looks just like regular butter and 
I think that it tastes much better. Now take some olives, chop them 
up fine and mix with this butter, and spread on two pieces of bread. 
Then place the two pieces of bread together with a lettuce leaf be- 
tween, and you have a sandwich fit for a king. Use just enough of 
the cocoanut butter to hold the chopped olives together, and you can 
season it with salt, pepper, etc., if you choose. If you like onions, 
here’s a good sandwich: Butter the bread; slice or chop up onions, 
place on a lettuce leaf, use lemon juice as a dressing, and put between 
the slices of bread. This makes a very delicious sandwich. 

Another kind of sandwich that is as good or better than the first 
one, is made by using some kind of nuts instead of the olives. Make 
them just as I have given directions for the others. Any kind of nuts 
prepared in this way will make splendid sandwiches. Onions, rad- 
ishes, peppers, and celery, chopped fine together, and mixed with this 
butter and seasoned with the right amount of salt and pepper, also 
make a good sandwich. . 

' With plenty of salad, fruit, and lemonade, I think that we have 

a pretty fine picnic lunch planned. 

It is all settled now except where we shall go, and as I planned 
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the lunch, I am going to ask you to do all the planning about where the 
picnic shall be, and the games we shall play. 

“Let’s go to Estes Park, in Colorado!” cries Joe. 

“No, let’s go to Yellowstone National Park, in Wyoming,” 
says George. 

“Here we have two propositions before us, and what shall 
we do?” 

“Vote on it,” says Mary. 

“A good idea, Mary; you surely will be a great woman. With 
so young a head so full of practical ideas, you should be the first lady 
president of the United States, some of these days. All who want to go 
to Yellowstone Park, say ‘aye.’ And now those in favor of Estes 
Park, say ‘aye.’ 

““My, such a chorus of voices! As nearly as I can figure it out, 
about ten thousand Wee Wisdom readers are in favor of Yellowstone 
and about two thousand vote for Estes Park. Of course we believe 
in doing what the majority wishes. Let us get a map and find out 
where Yellowstone National Park is, then, and all meet me there on 
one of the highest mountain peaks you can find.” 

The next thing we know, we are all up in the Northwest corner 
of Wyoming, U. S. A., trailing down the long mountain side into a 
most beautiful canyon. Right over there is the most delightful 
picnic ground in all the world. r 

“Now Joe, while I help prepare the lunch, you see what you can 
do to entertain these twelve thousand Wee Wisdom readers. My! 
isn’t that a big picnic party! What will you do to entertain so many, 
and what kind of a game can so many play? Joe, you will have your 
hands full, but I am sure that you will take care of it all very nicely. 
Good luck, and I'll call you before so very long. Have you anything 
figured out for this big crowd?” 

“T have an idea, if they will all work together,” says Joe. 

“Of course they will all work together. Did you not see how 
they all agreed on the place for our picnic? All that is needed to get 
people to work together in harmony is an in- 
teresting idea, clearly and simply stated. 

“Now go ahead, Joe, and in an hour or 
so I'll be back to see your game.” 

As I go about preparing the lunch, I 
watch Joe out of the corner of my eye. He 
groups you all into large groups, coming | 
down to a point like this 3” 

He then forms these groups in a large circle 


with points toward the center. I become so interested in what Joe is 
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doing that I climb up on a high mountain to watch what is going on. 

No sooner do I settle down than Joe makes a dash for the center, and 

all these groups, like soldiers, begin 

to march toward him. Soon these 

groups meet at the point where Joe 

stands, and there below me in the 

valley is something like an immense 

flower, composed of twelve thou- 

sand Wee Wisdom readers. = 
Now I know just what Joe has in 

his mind. He has caught the idea 

that the perfect flower of human life 

comes through everybody working 

together. We only do petty little 

things when we demand our own 

way, but when we all work together, great things are accomplished. 

By this time I am back again to the picnic grounds, so I'll just have 

you sit down right where you are, while the good things to eat are 

a passed around. So, as we work together, play together, and eat to- 

a gether in perfect harmony, we are fulfilling God’s idea for us. 


THE RAIN 
INEZ KUFFINGTON 


Oh! where do you come from, 
You little drops of rain? 

Pitter patter, pitter patter, 
Down the window pane. 


They say I’m very naughty, 

But I’ve nothing else to do 
But sit here at the window. 

I would like to play with you. 


I'M GLAD 


I’m glad the sky is painted blue, 
‘And the earth is painted green, 

With. such a lot of nice fresh air 
All sandwiched in between. 


—Selected. 
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LESSONS FOR 
me YOUNG STUDENTS 
OCTAVIA STANKLIN. 


SS) THE TEMPLE 


~— — |: KNOW that God is everywhere, and we know that there 


\ " ) .are some places in which we feel his presence more plainly 
$f; than we do in others. 


re: Every Sunday we go to church or to Sunday School. 

Pil We may attend these sacred services in a country school- 

house or in a hall. Perhaps we go to a little church build- 

ing. When we enter our place of worship Sunday mornings, we feel 

that the room is different from other rooms. And it is different, for 

it is filled with a thought that is different from the thoughts held by 
rooms in which God is not worshiped. 

If we go to a great brick or stone building, having long aisles, 
richly colored windows, and a large, deep-toned organ, we feel a 
sweet stillness such as can be found in no other place. This is because 
the worshipers never gossip or speak of foolish things within those 
walls, but give all their thoughts to God and all their words to praising 
him. 

Some houses of worship are called churches; some are called 
cathedrals; some are called temples. 

There is one other building in which we can worship God, but it 
is not like these of which we have been speaking. Each one of us has 
such a building, all his very own. It is more wonderful than any 
cathedral ever built. It is more beautiful than the most beautiful 
temple ever made of brick or of stone. We do not have to go to this 
building, for we live in it. No other person can go into it with us, 
for God gives it to each one of us as a most secret, most sacred place 
of worship. This building is the body. Jesus called the body the 
temple. 

In the body-temple we can always meet God for he is always in it 
with us. 

We are watchful to take into our homes and churches only those 
things that are clean and lovely. In them we speak and act purely, 
because we respect them very much. We should be even more partic- 
ular about the body-temple than we are about these other places where 
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se live and worship. For in our bodies, the great, pure God has his 
ome. 

The body temple is kept pure by our pure thoughts and acts. 
The flesh of our bedies is the walls of the temple. We must keep the 
flesh clean in every way; we must bathe it enough, and we must always 
treat it as the purest, most precious thing that we can see or touch. 

If we always think of the body as the place where we most truly 
meet God, as where he most truly lives, and as where we most truly 
worship him, we will never wish to put it to any but good uses. 

In many cathedrals and temples are rich tapestries, splendid 
jewels, beautiful paintings and statues. The worshipers treat these 
with the deepest respect and reverence. But the parts of the body- 
temple are more precious than these, and they must be treated as be- 
longing to the true God-Temple. The richest and most sacred things 
that men have made with their hands are not in any way so wonderful 
or so pure as are the marvels of the body-temple. 

When we make our thoughts very still, and listen for God’s voice, 
we are worshiping him in the temple of the body. When we keep all 
our thoughts and acts pure, we are serving God in the temple. If we 
do these things, there comes to us a feeling of purity and sweetness 
within which is like the feeling we meet in the building where we go to 
worship with others on Sundays. 

When we think about our bodies, when we bathe and when we 
dress, we should use such mental words as these: 

My body is the Temple of God, and I keep it pure and sweet for 
him. 

We change these words a little, and have the same thought for 
others. 

Your body is the Temple of God; you keep it pure and sweet 


QUESTIONS ON THE TEMPLE 


What makes the feeling of stillness and worship that we find in 
churches? 

Give the names of some houses of worship. 

W hat is the body-temple? 

Whom do we always meet there? 

Compare the way we treat our homes and churches with the way 
we should treat the body-temple. 

Tell how the body-temple is kept pure. 

Tell how we worship and serve God in the temple of the body. 

W hat feeling comes to us when we truly worship and truly serve 
Him in the body-temple? 
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THE TALE OF A MODERN RED RIDING HOOD 
LILLIAN SCHLEICH (Age 15) 


“Come, my dear,” said Mrs. Love to her daughter, “you must 
take these eggs and butter to your grandmother, who is lying ill in her 
little house on the other side of the woods.” 

Red Riding Hood became silent and said to herself, ““Grand- 
mother is well, for God is her health. Yes, God is your health, 
Grandmother; you can’t be sick.” Then she merrily started on what 
some would have thought a dangerous errand. As she went through 
the woods after the sun had set she remembered the words, “God walks 
beside me, guides my way.” 

Suddenly she heard what she thought was the moaning of a wolf, 
but when she found herself becoming frightened she nearly shouted, 
“Get behind me, Satan.”” No sooner had she said this than she spied 
what she thought was a wolf, but it was a dog that had hurt his paw on 
a thorn. She then said, “God is my help in every need” and immedi- 
ately set to work bandaging the dog’s foot. After finishing her help- 
ful task she went peacefully on her way with the happy dog running 
beside her. 

When she reached her grandmother’s little house, she pulled the 
latch and walked in, and behold! her grandmother was sitting in her 
comfortable wicker rocker knitting a sock. 


OUR SHIP 
JoHN STEWART WiILcox (Age 11) 
Our ship is coming in!- 
It’s seen at sea, 
It’s a sailing, sailing, sailing, 
But it will come back to me. 
Now she is at the lee of the reef! 


She has made it! 


We are now rich! 
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Now the deck is lighted, 

Our foot is out of the ditch. 

We're away from the reef, and now 
have relief. 


; We are on Easy Street! 
And old Poverty 
We haye beat, 


And, now we have lots of Prosperity. 


F | AT A RAILROAD STATION 
DorotHy B. Draper (Age 11) 
. Oh! see the train come speeding by! The-smoke is coming forth 


from the engine and the track shines like silver. 

Now the train has stopped and crowds of people come forth from 
it. Freight is being put on the freight cars. Wagons and horses come 
flying by. 

Hear the train whistle! The porter is yelling and the wagons 
and horses make enough noise to make you deaf. The children are — 
laughing and the chatter of the elders make it sound very queer. 

The porter yells for the people to get on. Then slowly, slowly 
it went. Then faster and faster, until it was out of sight. 


A TRIP TO THE HILLS 
Mary LUuCILE FINDLING 


We are always glad to tell of our pleasant experiences, so I am 
going to tell you of the trip to the hills which my mother, brother, sister 
and I enjoyed. 

We left Anderson, Indiana, May 9, to go to Chicago. We 
saw beautiful farm lands. The wheat was about five or six inches 
high, and was very pretty. We saw ponds and lakes and in them 
were ducks and geese swimming. I love to see them swim. 

When we arrived at South Chicago we saw a steamship. It 
went under a bridge. The bridge raised up in a point, and let the 
steamship go under, then it came down. 

We saw some large houses; the lawns were green and there were 
a few flowers here and there. 

When we reached Chicago we went into the station. We 
waited two long hours for the train to come. When we were leaving 
the station to take the train, I became lost from my mother, but I 
found her, and we got on the train ready to go to Glendive, Montana. 
It was my first trip in a sleeper. I soon went to bed, for it was 9 


12 


WEE WISDOM 13 


o'clock. In the morning when we got up, we were at a little town. 
The train stopped, and then we went on and saw the Mississippi river. 
It was very wide. There were ships on the river. Finally we crossed 
it. 

There was a little girl on the train, she was about four years old. 
She had four very pretty dolls. Her name was Marjorie Helen 
Christan. Marjorie let me hold her dolls. 

As we went farther on we saw hills, and what looked like 
mountains to me. Pine and cedar trees grew on the hills, also much 
sagebrush. I saw hills and hills, but we never went over them. We 
went on until we came to Montana. There I saw log cabins. The 
train was soon at Glendive. There was no one to meet us, but we 
went to the Jordan Hotel and got a room and stayed until the next 
morning. We went to the restaurant to get our breakfast and there 
we found Uncle Guy and Uncle Bill, and oh! how glad we were! 
.Then we went out to Allard on the train, and walked over to Aunt 
Mary’s ranch, to visit her for the summer. 

Here I have played with my cousins many days, and we have 
had good times together. On Sundays Aunt Mary hitches up the 
horses and we go visiting. Once we went to a picnic over at the 
Allard schoolhouse. We had a good time. 

One of my greatest delights is to go back in the hills and gather 
flowers. There are many different colored ones. Their names are, 
bluebells, butter and eggs, larkspur, wild roses, primrose, gumbo lilies, 
cactus, ferns, and another kind, but I do not know its name. 

_ Well, I told you part of the things I did on my trip. Hope you 
enjoyed hearing them. 


THE PROBLEM SOLVED 
MarTHA L. JoHNSON (Age 13) 

Tommy had been left to take care of his three-year-old brother, 
John, who had been sick for two weeks. Mother had gone out for a 
walk. It was for the first time since John had been sick. 

Tommy played blocks, “‘choo-choo” train, and ball, for a long 
time. Tommy did not know what to do until he saw the postman 
coming up the road. Then he remembered that Wee Wisdom was 
due that day. He got it and it proved a pastime for both. 


CUBBY BEAR RUNS AWAY 
KENNETH GRANGER (Age 8) 


One day Cubby was dressed up for afternoon and was told not 
to go away or get dirty. Then his mother and father and sister, Silkie, 
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went for a walk. The reason that Cubby couldn’t go was because he 
had been greedy at the dinner table. 

When his sister and father and mother were gone he said, “Oh! 
gee, I wish I could go out!” Then he thought, and thought till he 
thought out a plan. He said it aloud, for there was no one near. He 
said, “‘I’ll just run over to Peter’s house awhile, and get back before 
they do,”’ and out of the house he scampered. Soon he reached 
Peter’s house. They played and played until it began to grow dark. 
Cubby didn’t notice. it till he looked up from play and saw it was 
getting dark. ‘““Why!” he exclaimed, “‘it’s getting dark, and I must 
go home.” 

“Good night,”’ called Peter after him as he scurried away. 

When he reached home his mother said, “Why, Cubby, we 
thought you were lost.” 

Then he had a good supper and went to bed. 


THE RAIN DROP 
MABLE VIRGINIA THOMPSON (Age 10) 


Once there was a pond with lots and lots of gold fishes in it, and 
one little drop of water, whose name was Brightly Shine, and Brightly 
Shine was a good and happy raindrop. 

Once she said, “Mother Earth, where am 1>’’ because she had 
just come the day before and was not used to it. Mother Earth 
answered, “You are in a beautiful pond on my breast.” The raindrop 
did not wish to stay there, but to go out into the wide world to do some 
good, and she said, “Mother Earth, shall I stay here always? I 
have been in so many places and haven’t had a chance to do any good.” 

“No,” said Mother Earth, “you shall soon be with some other 
raindrops going up, up, up, and then you will meet more raindrops, 
and then you will come down, down, down, and then you can do 
some good.” 

The raindrop felt herself getting lighter and lighter, and what do 
you think? She began going up, up, up, and then she met millions of 
other raindrops and they met a cold place and formed a cloud, and 
the cloud kept catching in more and more raindrops until it got so 
heavy it could not stay in the sky any longer. It fell down in little 
drops and watered the earth. 

Little Brightly Shine saw a withered dandelion, when she was 
coming down to earth, but she thought it would be better to help a 
violet or some other pretty flower, instead of that old weed. Then she 
thought a minute and said, 
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““The dandelion has as many feelings as the violet, so I will help 
the dandelion.” 
~ She lit right on the soil beside it, and the roots of the flower had 
a drink. A little girl came out after the shower and picked this 
dandelion and some others, and gave them to her sick father. He got 
well from seeing these little dandelions, and it all came from Brightly 
Shine’s helping the withered dandelion. 


JUST BECAUSE SHE WHISTLED AND TRUSTED 
Aubrey Travis (Age 10) 


Elaine was a little girl of eight years. She had three big brothers, 
and also a little sister, who was just learning to walk. She got a Wee 
Wisdom every month, which taught her to trust in the Lord no mat- 
ter what happened. 

She heard her brother whistle and tried to learn. At last she 
succeeded and whistled morning, noon and night. Her mother tired 
of it and told her she wished she had not learned to whistle. Elaine 
said, “‘Mother, it will be terribly hard to keep from it, but I will try.” 
Her little lips were always getting ready to whistle when she would 
remember what her mother had said. 

One day her three brothers went up on the mountain back of their 
house to hunt. They took with them their dog named Buster. Now 
Buster loved Elaine very much, and they spent many happy hours 
together. 

Her mother started to town that afternoon, leaving Elaine, baby 
and the nurse together. A river ran past the house where Elaine 
lived. The nurse, baby and Elaine went down to the river and played 
on the bank, and nursey sat near by reading. Suddenly there was a 
splash, and little June was in the water. She had ventured too near 
the edge and fallen in. The nurse dropped her book and screamed, 
for she could not swim, and the brothers were too far away to hear 
her call. But Elaine whistled three long times, and Buster answered 
her with a bark. She whistled again, and Buster came bounding down 
the mountain with her three brothers close at his heels. Buster got 
there first and saw the baby’s head bobbing up and down in the 
water. Quick as lightning he dived in and took hold of baby June’s 
dress and pulled her to shore. Elaine had run into a little nook not far 
off to pray. She came back to find her prayer answered and her 
brothers trying to bring her baby sister to consciousness. 

Little June soon opened her eyes, and then got up and began to 
play again. When her mother came home that night she found baby 
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June safe and alive. Some one had told her the baby had fallen into 
the river. That night, when Elaine was being put to bed, she said, 
““Mother, don’t you think baby was saved because I whistled and 
trusted in the Lord?” 
“Yes, dear,”’ said her mother, giving her a good-night kiss, and 
blowing out the candle. 


A VICTORY OF LOVE 


NinA RIDENOUR (Age 8) 


Little girls of eight are not supposed to have “‘grouches,”” but my 
first experience with being put at outs with the world was when a little 
girl said to me, “You have to wear gingham dresses, so that your 
mother can wear silk ones.”” I knew that my gingham dresses looked 
nicer than her cheap wool ones, but it cut none the less. 

~ Dorothy was disliked by all the girls, and all of us put together 
could hot frame up any kind of a retort that could subdue her sharp 
tongue. Several times before she had alluded to my mother’s singing 
in the choir at church to make a living (she never mentioned the fact 
that her mother kept a boarding house), but the episode above men- 
tioned was “The last straw that broke the camel’s back.” 

Mother had been trying for some time to prevail upon me to try 
the method of love, rather than to see how much I could hate her. I 
was desperate that noon, as only a series of annoying little trials can 
make one; so I listened to mother as to how to act, or think, rather. 
Every time I saw her I was to think how much I loved her, and to 
make allowances for any little, ugly things she said. I was never to 
say again, even to myself, “I hate Dorothy Wolfe,” but always do my 
best to feel and act kindly towards her. 

This was not an easy matter, and a great many times, in the 
course of the first few days, I wanted to give it up. But soon it 
seemed easier and the longer I tried it the easier it became until | 
thought that she really was not so bad after all. In spite of the ugly, 
trying things she did, [ repeatedly said to myself, “‘I like her.” After 
a time I ceased to notice the ugly things, and finally I discovered that 
I really liked her. 

One day, several weeks later, as we were coming through the 
gate at school, she suddenly said to me, “Nina, I just love you.” 

I shall always believe that had I continued to think of how much 
I hated that girl, she would have hated me just as much, but as it was, 
when she moved away, I was the only girl to whom she wrote. 
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BALLOONS 


My 
SHANKLIN 


Within a land that calls my feet 
With strains of fairy trumpet sweet, 
It chanced that on a dreamy night 

I came upon a novel sight. 


A host of bubbles overhead 


Shone purple, crimson, green, and red; 
Of land and sea, the many tints 
Were sparkling there in gleams and glint. 


I looked and looked with both my eyes, 
And then, to my amazed surprise 
I saw the bubbles were balloons 
That hung like many colored moons, 
Or that each seemed a fairy boat 
Upon a fairy sea afloat. 


To Happyhop I found that I 
Had come in time to see them fly 

The great balloons, and small ones, too, 
As nowhere else I've seen them do; 
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And such a carnival as this 
I never willingly would miss. 


The ladies floated bubble toys. 

Prince, courtiers, Squire, the men, and boys, 
All held in leash of fitting lengths 

Balloons that measured with their strengths. 
And that whole sky was dotted by 

A nodding host that tugged to fly 

Into the air of upper space 

To lightly run in heedless race. 


A sudden breeze in playful twist 

The Squire's chain clasped around his wrist: 
The quick balloon swung round and round 
And lifted him above the ground. 

Then off it sped with might and main, 

The plump Squire dangling by the chain! 


So prompt another's need to feel, 

The Prince released his golden reel: 
The chain whizzed out, and very soon 
Up shot Prince Happyhop’s balloon, 
And with it rose the ruler brave 

Who ventured forth the Squire to save. 
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The royal craft was large and strong; 
By steady breeze it swept along 
And bore the Prince in swift pursuit 
Upon the good Squire's airy route. 


The Prince was quickly followed by 
Each willing one whose ship could fly, 
And carry him as proper load 

Along the open azure road. 


Balloons were running side by side, 
Balloons were drifting far and wide, 
Balloons.veered out upon a tack, 


Balloons bobbed up and then dropped back. 


At last the Prince came to the side 
Of him who started that wild ride. 
He loosed a hand from his own chain, 
A hold on Jollyjump's to gain. 
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The weight brought down the Squire's 
balloon. 


The Prince's rose like silken moon. 


The Happyhoppers in the air 

ere quick to imitate the pair, 
And, hastening a mate to choose, 
Came drifting down by twos and twos. 


The free balloons then nimbly flew 

And lost themselves in skyey blue, 
And, should you, on a starry night, 
Behold a glowing trail of light, 

Flash through the sky and vanish there 
Like mote within the sunny air, 
Perhaps a lost balloon you see, 

But sure of this I cannot be. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 
Motto—Love never faileth. 
(een three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 
Requirement for'Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 
Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 


ERE we all are gathered for the birthday celebration. It 
looks as though every club and Booster in the whole world 
had come to say a few words at the party, and the only 

@ || regret is that all cannot be heard. Did you know that 

OXY, little Wee Wisdom has increased her circle of Boosters 

until we are nearly fifteen thousand? Just think of fifteen 
thousand Boosters, all gathered in one place! If they joined hands 
they would reach over ten miles,—that is farther than any of us 
Boosters would care to walk in a day. So you see we have so many 
Wee Wisdoms now that only the ones who are doing lots of really 
constructive work can be heard. 

I have just come back from my vacation. I took my little grand- 
mother and went to Atlantic City, N. J. Have you ever been there? 

‘It is lots of fun to swim in the ocean and play in the sand and ride on 
the board walk and buy salt water taffy. Then we went to Mer- 
chantville, near Philadelphia, and visited Fran. She is starting a 
Booster Club and I'll bet she will have a report next month. Brother 
and Elizabeth are live Boosters, and will keep the club moving. Did 
you ever ride on the train from Philadelphia to Chicago? When you 
leave Philadelphia, you pass through mountain valleys with water- 
falls and rushing creeks. Gradually you begin to go higher and 
higher, and when you go around a curve you can see that there are 
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two engines hitched to the train and that they are puffing. You go 
higher, and the waterfalls become more frequent and the streams 
swifter. Then you see coal mines and oil machines; there are no 
farms, but the rough hillsides are covered with great rocks and trees. 
Then you begin to go down again, and finally you travel along peace- 
ful valleys where there are wide smooth rivers, and grain, and trees 
filled with fruit; after this you come to pastures filled with cows and 
sheep. Going on, you see fields of grapes, and pretty soon you come 
to the Great Lakes and the scenery changes to big piles of sand with 
little splotches of grass, and sometimes a fruit farm or vineyard. Then 
you come toward Chicago with its great factories and crowds of peo- 
ple rushing to and fro. Oh! what a changing scene, if you just sit and 
look out of the window and watch the world go by. 

Well, I have told you about my trip. Now for the September 
meeting. Let’s hear what you all have been doing during your vaca- 
tion. Also let’s have a report of all the good deeds you have done and 
the demonstrations of the Truth you have made. ROYAL. 


The following are names of new members of the Booster Club. 
We are glad to welcome them. 

Emily Parker and Mary Parker, Patagonia, Ariz. Ethelyn 
Beatty, Detroit, Mich., and her little brother. 


Merchantville, N. J. 
Dear Boosters—July 17th we started a Sunshine Booster Club. It 
was out in Frances’ back yard, but we are to have Unity School for our 
Sunshine Club room. Our motto is, “Peace and love never faileth.” We 
had eight members at our first meeting, and voted to have: George Gilbert, 
president; Louise Gilbert, vice president; Edward Berry, treasurer; Ethel 
Rowand, secretary. We went on a picnic last Tuesday and had four 
new Boosters present. We had a business meeting first; then we told of 
the good deeds we had been doing. Afterward we had lunch under a 
beautiful maple tree. After lunch we played a game to see who could 
draw the funniest face, the best picture and the straightest line. We had 
prizes for each, and three judges to tell who would get the prizes. Then 
we played other games, and sang songs, and had our pictures taken by 
Frances, and went home. The Sunshine Booster Club is sending two 
dollars for pins. We are going to earn our pins and be real Boosters. Our 
club would like to correspond with members of the Kansas City Boosters. 
Our address is 402 Cave Road. The Sunshine Boosters send their love 

to all the Boosters. George B. Gilbert, Pres. 


Canton, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I meant to write before but didn’t take time. | 
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am in the fifth grade in the Eliot school and I am ten years young. I take 
music lessons; this is my second year. I have only one pet. That is a 
dog, and his name is Tip. I have one sister. She is fourteen and is just 
graduating from the Eliot School. Mamma is going to renew my subscrip- 
tion, as I could not get along without you. I like “The Little Gray House 
at the End of the Lane” the best. I am sending a poem that I wrote myself 
and I hope it will be published. Will some little boy or girl write to me? 
Love from, Ruth Warren Daniels. 

P. S.—Sending my love to all Wees. I would like to join the Booster 
Club. Please send directions. 


Your request makes you a member and we gladly welcome you 
into the club. If you care for a pin the cost is twenty-five cents; you . 
should write to the Booster department. 
This is Ruth’s poem; perhaps she wrote it last winter! 
THE MOTHER’S LOVE SONG 
The moon is shining in the sky, 
The harsh winds and snow are blowing, 
All the ground is not yet dry, 


In a little house a Mother is sewing. 


A little child in bed is lying, 

And yet another in a basket is swinging, 
Baby sobs, then starts crying, 

Then stops at first sound of Mother’s singing. 


Sparks, Nev. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I love to have you come to my home. I enjoy 
you more than any other magazine. I am the only girl in Sparks that I 
know of that is blessed by being a Truth student. I skipped a half grade 
in school and I got A in arithmetic; I know the little Wisdom Fairies helped 
me. We are going to Los Angeles and there we will visit the Home of 
Truth. We just had a wonderful shower. It rained hard for a while and 
we needed it. The roses look more cheerful now. Our yard is full of 
- roses. I like “The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane,” the “Puz- 
zle Page,” and “Peter Pan” best, but I like them all. I inclose two puz- 
zles. Wishing you many successful birthdays, and with love to all the 
Wees, Your Booster Melva Fowler. 


We are glad you have the Wisdom Fairies for your friends, 
Melva. They make life so interesting. We are grateful for the 
puzzles, and we will publish them soon. 

Venice, Cal. 

Dear Boosters—I had a real Peter Pan party. You will remember 
the party in February that Wee Wisdom went to in California. My papa 
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came home one day, and said, “All aboard for California,” and what was 
my surprise to learn this was the place chosen for the Peter Pan Valentine 
Party. 

When we left St. Paul, which was our home, it was ten below zero 
and the snow was four or five feet deep, and when we went through Wee 
Wisdom’s home (Kansas City) it was still quite cold and there was lots 
of snow on the ground. We were there only about an hour, which was 
quite a disappointment, as my papa and | had planned to pay Unity a 
short visit. After we had eaten breakfast we went out of the depot, hoping 
we might see some signs of the buildings, but we seemed so far away 
from town that we did not dare venture away from the station. 

Well, we got to going again, and Oh! such sights, so grand and won- 
derful, and so many! I could write almost a year about them, and if we 
had gone, as Peter’s party did, by air, we should have missed the greater 
part of them. I was so full of sights that I did not have time to get tired 
and had no time to read, either. 

The last night out we entered California about six o’clock. We had 
our supper at Needles, just as we entered the desert. I woke up the next 
morning in the orange groves and roses. I just wish you all could have 
seen them as I did. It was in a desolate country that I went to sleep and 
when I awoke, lifted up the curtain and looked out, I felt just as though I 
must be in fairy land with flowers of all kinds in full bloom, and the odor 
of them all! I could not tell whether it was the orange blossoms or roses 
which were the most fragrant, but I guess it was the blending of them all. 
I was so awed that I forgot to say my morning prayer, but I just know 
that the thanks I gave for being alive in all those wonderful works, more 
than paid up for my little prayer. Surely no one can doubt God’s great 
love when they see such evidence of his love for us. It was a wonderful 
sight to see large ripe oranges and blossoms on the trees at the same time; 
I could hardly believe my own eyes. After passing through this fairy- 
land for about two hours, we arrived at Los Angeles (City of Angels) 
just as the party did. 

After we had rested a day or so, my Uncle Nat came in his machine 
and said, “Now to pick an orange.” ‘We went up through the mountains, 
saw the Government Observatory on Mount Wilson, and then through the 
orange country. We came to Uncle Nat’s orchard, and he said, “Here is 
where we pick an orange; be sure and don’t pick a lemon in such a big 
garden of roses,—no oranges.”” So just to show we weren't afraid of 
lemons my papa, mamma and I each picked a lemon as the lemon trees 
were nearest to the road. Then we went further in, and oh! such oranges. 
Papa and I wanted to pick up some of the oranges which had fallen from 
the trees, but Uncle said, “No, wait until we get in further; those on the 
ground aren’t good.” Just think of oranges which were not rotten, 
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not being good! Some people have great ideas, don’t they? Well, the 
further we went the larger the oranges seemed to grow. I picked one as 
large as my head, and I tell you I was proud of it. Just to think, I had 
picked it my own self! We picked all we could carry, and then on our 
way back, Uncle Nat picked us some grape fruit. We couldn’t pick any, 
as we were too piggish in picking oranges, and couldn’t carry anything 
more. Now, see what happens when one gets piggish. If we hadn’t had 
Uncle Nat along, the pigs wouldn’t have had any grape fruit. 

After getting our fruit all stored away, we drove up to the end of the 
orchard and prepared to eat the fine lunch which Aunty had put up for us. 
We spread everything out on a water box. Oh! you don’t know what a 
water box is, do you? Well, out here you know the orchards all have to 
be irrigated; that is, the water is brought down from the mountains, in 
large pipes or troughs, and is run through the orchards so as to moisten the 
ground, the same as rain does. A water box is where the water is turned 
into the orchard when it is needed. The water is always flowing through 
the boxes. It is such fine water—so sweet and as cold as ice. And so to 
have a good water supply we ate our lunch on the water box, and after 
lunch we drove to Riverside and went through the Mission Inn. I could 
write a whole book on what I saw there so I will not try to describe it, except 
to say that it is full of old pictures, statuary, and relics from the old mis- 
sions of southern California and Mexico, and is built in the same style as 
they. Some day I hope to go again, then I will write a letter about it. 
Papa got me a necklace at the mission to remember my trip by. 

We came home by another route, through the nut orchards. They 
were in leaf but had no nuts or buds. When we got home I was so tired, 
but happy and so full of sights, for I had seen about a hundred and fifty 
miles of sights. “They were all so wonderful that I could not help but real- 
ize how God must have loved us when he made us rulers over all things; 
and how willing all nature seems to be to give us of what she produces— 
the mountains even going so far as to store up the snow so as to give us 
water when we need it in the summer. 

At the finish of my party I did not have any airplanes to send out, as 
the Peter Pans did, but I would not be a good Booster unless my trip 
brought happiness to some one; so next morning I| took the big orange I 
had picked and gave it to my cousin who was in the house, because she 
thought she was sick. I am living about three blocks from the ocean and 
I am on the beach most every day; some day I am going to write you a 
letter about how grand and glorious the ocean is and how it roars. My 
love to all the Boosters. Florence Ferris. 


How we have enjoyed your splendid letter, Florence! It is 
good to know how to use our thoughts and words to bring joy and 
health to us. We have taken the trip with you. 
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Dillon, Mont. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a member of the Sunshine Corner, but I 
long to belong to the Booster Club and do the work of God, and to cor- 
respond with other Boosters. May I become a member of this dear club, 
too? I inclose twenty-five cents for the little pin of the three wise monkeys. 
Your loving friend, Pauline McCabe. 


We have enrolled you as a Booster, Pauline, and are sure you 
will like this club, too. It is a pleasure to have you so enthusiastic 
about the work. 


Oatman, Ariz. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have had my Wee Wisdom for one year this 
month, and I like it very much. I am a Booster and have my pin. I have 
written letters to you but they have never been published. One year ago 
today my father was burned and taken into Los Angeles. For a long time 
we didn’t know whether he would live or not. I read my Wee Wisdom 
all the time, and now he is doing fine. While he was in the hospital I 
made up this little prayer and said it every night: “Dear heavenly Father, 
it is all untrue for those burns to be on Dad. You are Love and Love is 
the Master of Life, so you must drive away all the error of those burns, 
and Dad will be forever safe and well. I am doing the best I can every 
day. I should like to be with the boys and girls on Unity Farm. Will 
some of the Boosters write to me? My address is Box 137. I wish you all 

a good time. Your affectionate Booster, Billy Fraesdorf. 


Devon, Mont. 
Dearest Wees—I hope I am not too late for the party. May I join 
your happy Booster Club? I am twelve years young, and the world calls 
me an orphan, but since I know I am God’s child I know I have both a 
loving Father and Mother in him. I, and my sister younger than I, live 
with our married sister. We all are planning an auto trip through Spokane 
to visit our other brothers and sisters, in July or August. My sister here is 
a Unity member, and we are planning to attend the Church of Truth while 
in Spokane. Will some of the Wees or Boosters in Spokane please write 
me all about this church; time of service, etc., also the address of Boosters 
and Wees there, so I can hunt them up, and will we not have a jolly time? 
My sisters and little nieces and I just love you, dear Wee Wisdom, and 
can hardly wait for you to reach us each month. After we read all the 
stories and other articles, we send you on to visit other children. The 
Spirit of All-Good gave me a suggestion for you, which I shall inclose. 

With love to all the Wees and Royal, I am yours in Jesus’ name, 
Zelma Duncan. 


Zelma’s suggestion was that Wee Wisdom print a page each 
month giving a short affirmation for each day in order that all the Wees. 
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and Boosters have the same motto to guide them through the day. 
How many would like to have this done? 
- Carmel, Cal. 

Dear Wees—We have at last reached America, as you see by the 
address. We had a most beautiful voyage, and coming across the conti- 
nent was just the thing! I am in a home, and it is fine. We have three 
aunts—Auntie Bee, Aunt Virginia and Aunt Joy (mother). There are 
ten children, I being the eldest. We have fine times on Saturdays and 
Sundays by picnicking, bathing in the sea, etc. Today it was grand! 
All of us, except the four youngest children and Aunt Virginia, went to 
the Monterey bath house and were in the water for two hours, bathing, 
swimming, splashing and doing lots of other things. We all are happy and 
I think we are going to have some good hikes during the vacation—that 
being in a week’s time. I am in school here, and am in the sixth grade. 
The first week I found my lessons hard, especially arithmetic, as the meth- 
od of teaching here is so different. I intended writing to ask your help, but 
something prevented me, so I helped myself. I said, “God is my intelli- 
gence.” It did not show its powers straight off, but is doing so now. The 
principal of the school says that she is almost sure I shall go into the 
seventh grade next term. I am holding the word that I am already in the 
seventh grade and that I am not going to be, and it will work out. I was 
first in the final spelling test, with one hundred as my mark. No one had 
one hundred with me. I am praising God for all that he has done for 
me. Inclosed is a puzzle which I hope will not be too late for July Wee 
Wisdom. All at the home send their love to you. Your loving Booster 
friend, Gwyneth Willner. 

Welcome to America, Gwyneth! and welcome to your dear 
mother, and to Jeffries. We know you will all continue to be happy in 
California, and we shall not be at all surprised to find you coming on to 
visit us; then we can go to Unity Farm. Let us hear from you again. 


Fairmont, Okla. 

Dear Boosters—I do love to be a Booster. Some little children are 
‘not rich enough to have everything like we have, and all of us just want 
to be happy. Sometime if you were going to a store to buy some candy, 
and you had a dollar, and if you should see a poor woman with a baby, 
wouldn’t you feel sorry for them? I would, and I would give them my 
dollar and go home just as happy as if I had some candy. [| read in a 
story where there was a boy that they called Master Self, because he didn’t 
care for the poor, only for himself. So let all of us be happy children, and 
be obedient and we will grow beautiful and loved by all. I like to be a 
dear, loving, Booster. I have four cats. My yellow one is named Joe; 
my black and white one is Marie and one of Marie’s babies is black and 
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the other is white. I call them Toy and Sable. Sable is black and Toy 


is white. Your loving Booster, — Georgianna Adams. 


If every one had your generous heart, Georgianna, I am sure this 
world would be a much happier place in which to live. Just know 
that God will give you all the dollars you need, and that he will help 
every one in the same way. Georgianna also wrote that when her 
mother was sick, she prayed for her and trusted in God, and now the 
dear mother is well. 

Okeene, Okla. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This is the first time I have written you. I like 
everything about you; I think “The Little Gray House at the End of the 
Lane” is the best story, but the letters from the Boosters are the best of 
anything; they are just fine. I have started a Booster club, of four mem- 
bers for which I want pins, and we hope we will soon heed more. We 
are very enthusiastic about our work. We would appreciate it very much 
if you would give us the address of the club nearest our home town. We 
think Okeene is the most progressive little town in the state, and I know 
our Booster Club will make it all the better. Your faithful servant, 

Gladys Murdock. 


We like your loyalty to your town, to Wee Wisdom, and to the 
Boosters, and are glad that you are our friend. 


Melboro, S. Dak. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Inclosed you will find one dollar, for which 
please renew my subscription for Wee Wisdom for another year. Royal 
asked if we had noticed the lovely pictures and novel ideas Wee Wisdom 
has had lately. I have, and am sure the other Boosters have. “Tae, the 
story of a little Pueblo Indian boy,” is very interesting. I like stories about 
Indians. All the magazines are so interesting that I read them through 
many times. The last month’s puzzle page was interesting, too. I guessed 
them all except the fourth and fifth. Today is my birthday. I am four- 

teen years young. Your loving reader, Fredrica Johnson. 


Newman, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Please send me another pin, as we have a new 
member in our club. Our club is going along fine. We have changed its 
name to Phi Sing Me Tau. The password is Forget-me-not. The girls 
were all delighted with their pins. A week from Saturday we shall go to 
the home of one of the Tau girls. She lives in the country. As we could 
not have our picnic, we decided to go to her house and have our lunch on 
her porch, and afterward to go down to a little creek near by for a swim. 
The girls of the club all send their love to the Wees and Boosters. Phi 
Sing Me Tau would like to hear from other clubs, too. The address is 

Box 64. Love from, Marjorie Roehr. 


WEE WISDOM 29 


Neponset, Cal. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I promised I would write you but I have been 
too busy. We live on a dairy farm and have seventy cows. My father 
and big brothers get up at three o’clock in the morning and my three little 
_ brothers get up at half past three. We have a milking machine and my 
father and big brothers watch the machine and my two little brothers strip. 
I always pray for them and for everybody. I say, “God is here, God is 
there, God is everywhere.” We have three little rabbits which a boy gave 
to us. We feed them two times a day. They have very big eyes that 
Jook like all God’s love is in them. I like this verse very much: “Chisel in 
hand stood the sculptor boy, with his marble block before him; And his 
face lit up with a smile of joy as an angel’s dream passed o’er him. He 
carved that dream on the yielding stone with many a sharp incision.”” With 
a word of love, from your loving Wee, Evelyn Zaches. 


We, Evelyn, can carve beautiful life dreams by the use of words, 
and become wonderful sculptors. 
Galena, Kans. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I received my magazine today and was glad 
to get it. I like the story of “The Three Wise Monkeys of Nikko.” I 
love June very much because there are so many pretty flowers, and I know 
everybody loves flowers. Your loving friend, Zelma Armstrong. 


We think you must be a very loving little girl with your love for 
the flowers and your being so sure that every one else loves them, too. 


Crandon, Wis. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is the first time I have written, although I 
have been a subscriber for years and I wish to have you for another year. 
I would like a Booster pin, too, and I am sending a dollar for it. I am 
starting a club and we all like to read your pages. We have ten members, 
and we are going to have a picnic and lots of fun. My friend, Virginia 
Miller, gives me very many flowers. I am eleven years old. I have a baby 
brother who is two years and eight months old. He is three feet tall, 
though. I like to sew for my dolls and my mother lets me use her sewing 
machine as much as I want to. I am hoping you will send the pin soon, 

so I can show it to the other girls. Vivian Hauser. 


We think you must have a pretty nice mother. They do not all 
like to have their little girls use their machines, nor have the patience to 
show them how to manage one. We congratulate you. 


San Diego, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I know I haven’t written in a long time, but 
school work, housework, and the need of long sleeping hours have pre- 
vented me. Father came home tonight with a headache, backache and a 
fever. He read Weekly Unity and then lay down. In an hour he was 
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up—well! Wasn’t that wonderful? Papa is the best Truth student of us 
all. I go to the Home of Truth every Sunday. I enjoy it very much. 
Mrs. Casner, head of the Sunday School, tells about the lesson so interest- 
ingly and in such an understanding way. I heard that a southern Cali- 
fornia School of Christianity is being established in Los Angeles. As I 
understand it, it is going to be a branch of the Unity School of Christianity - 
at Kansas City. Wouldn’t it be lovely if we could have a branch here? 
I was going to tell you about my graduation, but it’s time to go to bed. 
Good night. A striving-to-boost-Booster, Ilene Simpson. 


There is a Unity Center at 210 Columbia Building, 313 West 
Third Street, Los Angeles, and Miss Emma Luke is the leader. Your 
Home of Truth center at San Diego is probably on the same order, but 
if you want a little Unity group you could form a reading club and 
meet one day a week and study the literature. Wouldn’t that be fine 
work for a Booster > 


Reedley, Cal. 

My Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am enjoying you more and more. You 
bring some very nice stories. The stories that I like best are: “The Little 
Gray House at the end ‘of the Lane,” “Peter Pan,” and the new story, 
“What Puck Told Peter.” I like the Bible Lessons and the poetry and 


the puzzles, too. I am going to send your traveling expenses for another 


year, soon. Your loving friend, Ellis Arthur Chamberlain. 
P. S.—I would like to hear from some of the Boosters and the ones 
who pay Wee Wisdom’s expenses. 


We are glad that there are so many of the stories and articles that 
you like. You certainly are a loyal friend. 


Salamanca, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—It is long since I have written you. I wish you 
would write and tell me the names and addresses of the boys and girls that 
take Wee Wisdom in Salamanca. I would like to call upon them to start 
a club in our city. Would you mind writing to me and letting me know 
if they are Boosters or not? If not, I will help make them Boosters. Can 
people who do not take Wee Wisdom belong to the Booster Club? Could 
I get pins to supply a club I am starting in Salamanca? I do not know 
how many take Wee Wisdom, but I will ask them. I wish to correspond 
with any Booster or Wee who wishes to write. I am going to write to 
some of the other Boosters. I would also like to hear from the secretaries 
of different Booster Clubs in towns or cities. My address is 189 River 
street. Our club motto is “Once a Booster, always a Booster.” Just a 

Booster and a Wee, Oliver J. Vreeland. 


There would be no objection to your friends becoming Boosters 
even if they did not take Wee Wisdom, if they are willing to try to live 
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up to the motto, “Love never faileth.” Adelaide E. Smith, 17 Wait 
Avenue, and Dawn and Grada Sloan, care of A. C. Sloan, take Wee 
Wisdom at Salamanca. You certainly are an enthusiast, and we hope 
your club will grow to be as large as you desire. You can get as many 
pins as you like by sending to the Booster department of Wee Wis- 
dom. They are twenty-five cents each. 


Tokyo, Japan. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Until three months ago I had never heard of 
Wee Wisdom. Just think what I’d missed! I think you are lovely, and so 
helpful. I’m not so good as a lot of the Wee Writers, but I try to do God's 
work and make my little part of the earth happy. I have been in Japan 
only three weeks; I came from Australia; I would think it very nice if 
only all here were Christians. Just think of millions of people living in 
Japan and never having heard of our blessed Savior. I have the Three 
Wise Monkeys on my -writing desk. They are of wood and were carved 
by a Chinaman. I wonder if he realized what a wonderful motto they 
represent. I hope he did. I would like some of the Wees to write to me. 
I am fifteen, but still I am a Wee atom to God. My address is care of C. 
F. Stephens, 3 Minami Cho. 7 Chome, Aoyama, Tokyo, Japan, and the 

postage is five cents. Good-by, Wees, for another month. Elsie Lee. 


North Cambridge, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been very busy with examinations and 
passed in every one, and I am so thankful. Our graduation exercises were 
held yesterday. The girls wore white middies and skirts, blue ties and 
hair ribbons. Every one looked so nice. We received congratulations 
from the supervisor of music in Cambridge for being the best eighth grade 
singers in Cambridge. On Memorial day I had to speak a piece and | at 
first thought I would not succeed. I made up my mind I would, and I did 
not make a mistake. We have fourteen members in our club, and have 
new members most every week. Last week we went for a hike and had a 
great time. I have made some very nice friends through the Boosters. 
Harriet Ells and Beatrice Nelson are very dear friends of mine. I would 
like to hear from more of the Boosters who are thirteen years of age. 
Some of the girls in the club are going to write soon. My address is 42 

Creighton Street. Yours in Truth. Marion Fitzpatrick. 


One can be sure that any one who wants to be a Booster will 
make a good friend, and it is fine for you that you have won their re- 
gard, and it is good for them, too, to know you. 


Des Moines, Wash. 

Wee Wisdom Magazine, Dear Sir—My grandfather has subscribed 

for the Wee Wisdom magazine for me. He owns the Children’s Home in 
Des Moines, Washington. I am very much interested in the little book, 
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and thought I would write a story. You will find it inclosed in this letter. 
Next time I am going to write about the Children’s Home and the park. 
My address is Box 67. Dorothy Draper. 


Ashby, Mass. 

Dear W ees—We live a good many miles apart, but it does not mat- 
ter, nor how near we are, for we always show the same love for one an- 
other. I have had Wee Wisdom for six months. Each month it seems 
more interesting. I like all of the stories, especially, “The Little Gray 
House at the End of the Lane,” and the Puzzle Page. I live on a farm in 
Ashby. We have six cows, two horses, seventy-seven hens, thirty-seven 
chickens, and two baby pigs. When we feed the little pigs they climb into 
the long wooden trough where we put their food, and push each other from 
one end to the other. I have three little chicks of my own. One is black 
and the other two are white. Their names are Pat, Pete and Pet. We 
have two big white roosters, also. Every time my Mother feeds them they 
jump at her. One day while I was feeding them one of them flew at me. 
At first I was afraid, then I knew there was nothing to be afraid of. I am 
nine years old, and next term I will be in the fifth grade. Tonight is gradu- 
ation night. There are five girls and one boy who graduate. Send my 
love to all of the Wees. Your true Wee, Elizabeth Carr. 

Dorothy Henry of Germantown, Pa., who forgot to give her 
address, has sent it now. It is 146 West Chelten Avenue, and she 
hopes some of the Boosters will write to her. 

Luella Weaver, Post Office Box 46, Somerton, Ariz., would like 
to correspond with other Wees, and especially those who live near her. 

Josephine Alexander, 2431 Dacatur Street, Denver, Colo., 
would like to correspond with Boosters. 

Nina Eunice Fielding, Post Office Box 252, teal Okla., 
writes that she enjoys Wee Wisdom stories and letters very much, and 
that she would like to correspond with some of the Wees. 

We are glad to welcome Rachel Mason of Grinnell, Iowa, as a 
member of the Booster Club. She writes that a friend paid Wee 
Wisdom’s traveling expenses to her for this year, and that she likes it 
very much and hopes that she can still take it next year. There will 
surely a way open for Rachel to have Wee Wisdom next year, if she 
has the desire and faith, and keeps trusting and working for the good 
of all. There are many little ways ic earn money for what one likes, 
even when a child. 

Cyril Evans, Santa Monica, Cal., wrote and told us of a 
picnic their Sunday School had, which all enjoyed. Cyril also wished 
that we would have a good time the fourth of July, and we did. We 
thank him for the good thought, and know that it brings him blessings. 


| 
a 


WEE WISDOM 33 


Mrs. Polly Wordall of Stuart, Va., expresses her appreciation 
of Wee Wisdom and says she would like to join the Booster Club if 
she had the money. We would say to Mrs. Polly, it doesn’t take 
money to join the club; it’s the Booster pin that costs twenty-five cents. 
We are glad to make her a member. 

We are glad to enroll Doris Pape in the Booster Club. She 
would like some of the Boosters to write to her. Her address is 830 
Parker Street, Newark, N. J. 

A letter from Ann Sanborn Smith, of Assining, N. Y., makes the 
request for a Booster Club pin and asks that she become a member of 
the society. We are glad to welcome her into the Club, and hope that 
she will let us hear from her. 

E. A. Lewis, of New Bedford, Mass., writes to the Wees and 
expresses her great interest in the stories and the magazine, and tells 
of a little kitten which she found and took home and fed, that now 
calls on her every day. 

Helen Wilcox’s mother gave her Wee Wisdom for her birthday 
present, and she wants to be a Booster and wear one of the Club pins. 
“The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane” and the “Peter 
Pan’”’ stories are her favorites. She promises to write about her birth- 
day party. Her home is in Orland, Cal. 

Edward Carlson, six years and a half old, is a loyal little Wee. 
After his mamma reads hin Wee Wisdom he either gives it to his 
teacher, who reads it to the school children, or else he gives it to some 
boy friend. Edward wants to play with some Booster who lives near 
him. His home is at 375 East Ninth Street, Brooklyn, N. Y., and 
any Wee or Booster, not too far away, should call and see him. 

Mary Findling of Allard, Mont., wants to be a Booster, and 
we are sure all the members of the Club are glad to have her join. She 
would like to have some of her Club mates write to her. 

Bernice Buckley of Watsonville, Cal., asked to be a Booster, 
and we have gladly welcomed her into the Club. It is a good Unity 
family for her mamma takes Unity Magazine, and her papa takes the 
Weekly Unity and belongs to the Good Words Club. 

Dorothy Attaway, of Mesa, Ariz., 30 West First Street, is going 
to California for a time and she wants some of the Wees to write to 
her at her home town, and her daddy will forward the mail to her. 

We welcome Mary Brooks Hill, 1720 East 9th Street, Kansas 
City, as a new member of the Booster Club. The Business Depart- 
ment is answering your letter, Mary, as the Banks are sent out from 
there. 

We have just received good letters from the following readers of 
Wee Wisdom, some of whom are members of the Booster Club. The 
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letters came too late to get into the Birthday number, but since these 
Wees came to the Birthday Party, we are giving their names so we 
can welcome them: / 

Minnie S. Scott, Chadron, Nebr. Since Wee Wisdom is helpful 
to you and your sister, we are sure the Lord will find a way for it to 
come to you next year, Minnie; keep working and trusting and you 
will find all good things are yours. Lois Wanda Gates and Doris 
Beatrice Gates, of Moran, Kansas. We haven’t room for the Kitty 
story this month, but we may be able to use it later, Lois. Miss Eathyl 
Brunk, Winton, Wash. Eathyl would like to hear from the little 
Wees and the Booster girls. Ethelyn Beatty, of Detroit, Mich., and 
her little brother, who is three years old, are now members of the 
Booster Club. We know how happy they will be together, boosting 
the good and scattering sunshine. 


uted by GWYNETH WILLNER 

I am composed of twelve letters, and my twelve letters spell the 
name of a celebration day. I have numbered the letters of my name 
from | to 12. If you guess what I am, you can write the words which 
the following statements describe, and you have solved the puzzle. 

My 5, 7, 12 is a plaything. 

My 12, 2, 10, 4 is a personal pronoun. 

My |. 7, 3, 4 is a number. 

My 9 is the name of a bird. 

My 8, 2, 7, 11 is a stupid person. 

My 6, 7, 3, 4 is a part of time. 


SOLUTIONS TO LAST MONTH’S PUZZLES 


(1) (Names of magazines): Youths’ Companion, Out of Doors, 
Woman’s Home Companion, American, Judge, Needlecraft, Unity, 
Good Housekeeping, Little Folks, Red Book, Blue Book, Green 
Book. 

(2) In the golden chain of friendship regard me as a link. 
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Lesson 8, Aucust 22, 1920. 
A PRAYER FOR PARDON.—Psalm 51:1-17. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Wash me thoroughly from mine iniquity, And 
cleanse me from my sin.—Psalm 5} :2. 

Our lesson today takes up David’s prayer for pardon. David real- 
ized that God’s loving-kindness and tender mercy can blot out any sin, and 
though he had killed a man he realized that his sin was more against the 
all-loving God than against the man he had killed. First David confessed, 
then he prayed, and surely that prayer which came forth from his heart 
was speedily answered. He prayed for a clean heart. What a splendid 
prayer for every one to make! If one has a clean heart, there can be no 
anger, fear, malice or any other harmful thought, for out of a clean heart 
can come only clean thoughts. And what follows clean thoughts? Why, 
clean living! Then all is peace and harmony and joy. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

What happens after we confess our shortcomings to God? They are 
swept away, and not a trace of them is left. 

What should we pray for, then? For a clean heart which desires no 
evil. 

What is “evil”? Nothing. It merely appears, like a shadow, when 
we lose sight of the good. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—AIl the desires of my 
heart are good and pure. 


Lesson 9, Aucusr 29, 1920. | 
BEGINNING OF SOLOMON’S REIGN.—I Kings 3:4-15. 


GOLDEN TExT—The fear [reverence] of the Lord, that is wisdom; 
And to depart from evil is understanding.—Job 28:28. 
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All the years of David’s reign God had been wonderfully kind to him, 


and now Solomon, his son, was to take the throne and reign in his father’s 
stead. Solomon remembered all God’s goodness to his father, and so he 
was encouraged to ask God’s blessings for himself. He went to a place 
called Gibeon, and there the Lord appeared to him in a dream, and asked 
what he would have.. Now a great many men would have asked great 
wealth, or power, or fame, but not so Solomon. He was a young 
man of perhaps twenty-one years, but in his own eyes he was still “but a 
little child,” and he recognized the great responsibility that was his. He 
looked upon his position as one of sacred trust, and so he asked: the Lord 
to give him an understanding heart, that he might be fitted to fill his place 
as king. He asked it, not so much for his own sake, as for the people’s 
good. The Lord was much pleased and replied, “I have done according 
to thy word.” God answered Solomon’s prayer so fully that his wisdom 
became known throughout the earth and down through the ages. He also 
bestowed upon him all the other things for which he had not asked, but of 
which he was deserving. It is the beauty of God’s giving that, if we al- 
ways seek the best, he gives the minor things. too. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

What encouraged Solomon to-ask God for his blessing? The knowl- 
edge that God was loving, and kind, and willing always to help. 

Why did Solomon want an understanding heart? That he might 
always be wise enough to help his people and do that which was for their 
good. 

Why is it better to pray as Solomon did, than to pray for temporal 
things? Temporal things pass away. An understanding heart, love, and 
wisdom are lasting, and they bring great blessings. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—“Give thy servant there- 
fore an understanding heart.” 


Lesson 10, SEPTEMBER 5, 1920. 

THE BUILDING OF THE TEMPLE.—I Kings 8:1-11. 

GoLDEN TExT—My house shall be called a house of prayer for all 
peoples.—Isaiah 56:7. 

This was a wonderful time for the people of Israel. Solomon had 
called them all to come together to give thanks and to worship. This must 
have been somewhat like the large conventions which the churches have 
nowadays, only that it was much more difficult to get people together then 
than now, for at that time there were no modern traveling conveniences. 
All the princes, and elders, and “head men” were there, and Solomon 
ordered the ark of the covenant to be brought to the temple. This ark, as 
we have learned, was the symbol of God’s presence. It contained the 
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commandments written by Moses on tablets of stone. On this occasion the 
ark was borne by the priests, and no one else presumed to touch it. There 
were sacrifices offered, and prayers uttered, and every manner of worship 
performed for fourteen days, and the glory of the Lord’s presence filled all 
the temple. So it is today. When all is in readiness and our own inner 
temples are prepared, then God comes and fills them with his glory. We 
can call all our thought people (the princes, and the rulers, and the elders) 
together, and pray, and give thanks, and praise, and get ready for God's 
presence in our minds and hearts, and when all is in order he will come. 
This makes a wonderful and interesting game, and I am sure if you will 
try it you will become so interested that you will play it always. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

Tell the story in your own words, and describe the glory of the Lord’s 
presence filling your own temples. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoON—My body is the temple 
of God, and it is pure and holy. 


Lesson 11, SEPTEMBER 12, 1920. 
THE GLORY OF SOLOMON’S REIGN.—I Kings 10:1-13;23-25. 

GoLDEN TEXT—Blessed is every one that feareth Jehovah, That 
walketh in his ways.—Psalm 128:1. 

The queen of Sheba heard a great deal about the wisdom of Solomon, 
of his knowledge of God, and his power, but she was not willing to believe 
all that she had heard. In her heart she had a great hunger for truth, and 
especially for the truth about God, so she decided that she would go to 
see this man, who people said was so wise. She loaded up a long train 
of camels with spices, and gold, and precious stones, and came to Israel to 
question Solomon. He answered all her questions, and when she had heard 
him, and had seen for herself all the blessings which the Lord had given 
him, she was satisfied. She told Solomon he was indeed a blessed man, 
and that all the people in his kingdom should be happy to hear his words 
of wisdom. Then she gave him the presents she had brought, and went 
again to her own people. Sometimes we are tempted to doubt the great 
Spirit of Wisdom, and to think that perhaps, after all, we know best. But 
if we will, like this queen, bring only the best gifts we have—such as love, 
and trust, and faith—and come and question our Solomon (wisdom), all 
our doubts will be satisfied. 

Questions for the Children to Answer _ 

What must we first do before we can really see and know the words of 
wisdom? We must have an earnest desire to know. 

What should be our attitude in seeking to learn wisdom? Willingness 
to be taught. 
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Will we ever be denied if we ask of Wisdom in this spirit? No. It 


is the desire of Wisdom to express itself in us. 
HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—! am open to the guiding 
voice of the Spirit of Wisdom. 


Lesson 12, SEPTEMBER 19, 1920. 
EVILS OF INTEMPERANCE.—Proverbs 23:19-21; 29-35. 


GoLDEN TExT—The drunkard and the glutton shall come to poverty. 
—Proverbs 23:21. 


Most of the text of our lesson today has to do with wine and strong 
drink, and those who are slaves to them. The time has come when this 
temptation has been nearly removed from us, but there are so many other 
kinds of intemperance to be guarded against that we must not cease to be 
watchful. Let us consider what the other kinds are. First, there are peo- 
ple who are intemperate in their eating. They are slaves to their appetite; 
they are thoughtless about their food, often eating the flesh of animals which 
has been procured at the cost of great suffering and pain, and always at the 
cost of life. Anger, too, is another kind of intemperance. Envy, malice, 
jealousy, and all states of mind that are not peaceful and harmonious are 
forms of this sin. When one is deeply stirred by anger, he is just as irre- 
sponsible as the intoxicated man, for he has lost the power to reason calmly. 
All of these intemperate states of mind have their effects upon the body, 
for thoughts are things, and each one brings forth after its kind. So let us 
remember that we are always to be temperate in our thoughts and desires, 
as well as in our eating and drinking. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Explain intemperance in your own way, and tell how to overcome it. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—1 think only those thoughts 
and desire only those things which are good, and pure, and true. 


SHE INTRODUCED HERSELF 


The lady talked and mamma talked 
(It was a long, long call), 

And both forgot the little maid, 
Who never spoke at all. 


She was so good, she sat so still, 
She never stirred a curl. 

At last she introduced herself— 
“T’m mamma’s Little Girl!” 


—Edith M. Thomas. 
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THRESHING TIME 
JE. ARE all through with the whir of the binders and the 


swish of the grain, as it is cut and swept into bundles. For 
days, the shocks stood waiting in the field across the 
re: F tracks. Att night, under the witchery of the moon, they 
2! looked like the tents of an army encamped on white desert 
sand. But this morning the big threshing machine, as 
clumsy as an elephant in a circus parade, lumbered, and groaned, and 
creaked to position in the field, and the threshing was on. A\ll this 
long, hot August day the wagons hauled the wheat to pour into the 
mouth of the monster, and all day he belched forth clouds of dust and 
chaff and kept calling for more and more wheat. Then, when the last 
streak of red disappeared from the sky in the west, and the men and 
the horses turned homeward, the monster gave out a last, hot, dusty 
breath, which seemed a protest against the frailty of mankind. He 
would be glad, I am sure, to go on eating night and day, until some- 
thing inside him burst from the strain, which would serve him right— 
the glutton. 

Did I say that all day long the monster puffed and the wagons 
hauled? Well then, I had forgotten the hour in the middle of the day 
when the whistle blew and the big machine stopped. In that quiet 
noon time, the horses munched contentedly and the men came up to the 
farm house for dinner, nor did they come in vain. All the morning the 
women had been busy, and the smell of fresh baked bread and berry 
pies made the men hurry to wash their faces in the cool well water, to 
be ready for dinner. The long table was set out under the trees. The 
lake of iced tea and the gallons of ice cream which disappeared, made 
one wonder if the big monster’s greed was so very different from that 
of mankind. But the men had worked in the hot sun all the morning, 
and cool things to eat do taste good. 

When the men go back to the field, the women take their first 
rest since early morning. ‘They pick up off the floor all the fat, 
dimpled, nearly naked babies, and sit down to eat and chat. They 
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tell how many quarts of beans they have put up, or how they make 
their bread (in the meantime they stuff goodies into tiny, baby. mouths, 
which like bird beaks are always open). 

Sometimes a mother will have one baby on her lap and another in 
a high chair beside her. I have noticed that the mother of several 
small children can always be counted upon to help her neighbor when 
she needs aid. The more such women have to do the more they seem 
- to be able and willing to do. There are truths here, which will bear 
remembering: The more we work the more we are able to do, for our 
muscles become strong through use; the more we think the stronger our 
brains become; the more we love the stronger our heart action be- 
comes, and the warm life blood is pumped through all the cells of our 
bodies, cleansing and purifying them. So the more we give of our- 
selves in work, thought, or love, the more we receive in health, and 
strength and power. 

To go back to our threshing. When the last dish is washed and 
the kitchen tidied, and the last load of wheat has been threshed, then 
every one goes home tired and happy. There is a sort of tired which 
isn’t happy, but no one has the right to be that sort of tired. The 
happy tired is different. It makes us enjoy rest, just as being hungry 
makes us enjoy food. 

It has been a good day. We have worked hard, but we have 
enjoyed it. We have talked with our neighbors, and, perhaps, we 
have gained some helpful thoughts. Certainly we love and understand 
our neighbors better, for nothing brings folks so close as working to- 
gether. Then, too, we have accomplished something for the good of 
the world, for the grain is on the way tothe elevators, and we know 
that next year there will be plenty of flour to make into sweet loaves of 
bread. 

The work of the threshers is necessary to the health and happi: 
ness of mankind; we have had our part in this great plan, and we have 
reaped contentment from the joy of a task well done. It has been a 
good day—God’s day—and our sleep will be sweet and refreshing. 


Dear Wees: 

It makes us very happy to have so many of you with us 
at the Birthday Party. Some stories and letters had to be 
omitted, because there was not room enough, even with the 
four pages extra. We will try to publish all of these, soon. 
Come again, next year. With much love, 

WEE WispDom. 
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August plays summer's 


} 


good-by tune 


On the leaves of the rus- 


tling corn. 


She takes for her bow 
The breezes that blow 
From the West on a sum- 


mer morn. 
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